If  we  step  on 

your 

corns  don’t  mind  us  ; 

try  Putman’s 

Corn 

Extractor. 

Sr  Httrifl  Nut  iHalttm 


All  persons  libelled 
will  kindly  communi¬ 
cate  with  our  solicitors, 
Messrs.  Glibglot  & 
Teufelskein. 
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Momentous  Session 

of  U.  C.  Parliament 

Opened  This  Evening 


Under  the  Patronage  of  His  Imperial  Majesty  the  Emperor  of 
Germany,  H.R.1I.  the  Dook  of  Cannot,  the  Leftanded 
Governor  of  Ontario,  and  Constable  Christy. 

A.  R.  M.  LOWER  and  W.  C.  KESTER,  supported  by  the  Toronto-jpon-Don  Players, 

present  their  new  play 


Dad’s  Idea  of  College  Rugby. 


86th  ANNUAL  MEETING 


Professors  Assured, by  a  Speech 
from  the  Velvet  Chair,  of 
Certain  Students’  Attend¬ 
ance  Upon  Lectures. 


Under  most  auspicious  conditions  the 
86th  Session  of  University  College  Parli¬ 
ament  was  inaugurated  this  evening. 
Several  ladies  graced  the  Speaker’s 
gallery,  conspicuous  among  whom  were 
Mrs.  Asquith  and  Mrs.  Bonar  Law,  both 
festooned  with  red  tape  a  la  Brebner. 
The  visitors’  gallery  and  rogues’  gallery 
were  filled  to  overflowing.  The  only 
feature  which  marred  an  otherwise 
brilliant  event  was  the  forcible  ejection 
by  Sergeant-at-Arms  Christie,  of  cer¬ 
tain  indiscreet  and  ill-mannered  suf¬ 
fragettes. 

Greece  with  her  ecclesia,  Rome  with 
her  senate  and  England  with  her  house 
of  commons,  were  but  incorporeal 
shadows  of  this  august  assemblage.  In 
oratory,  the  members  out-Cicero  Cicero, 
while  the  high  moral  tone  of  their  dis¬ 
cussions  is  the  acme  of  perfection.  In  a 
flood  of  seething  invective  the  leader 
of  the  opposition  declared  he’d  tell  the 
premier  he  was  an  upstart  and  an 
impostor,  even  if  hell  should  gape  open 
wide  and  the  heavens  crash  in  ruins. 

Below  we  give  the  names  of  the 
Parliamentarians : 

GOVERNMENT 

Rt.  Hon.  Wily  Josher  Gallagher,  A.S.Q. 

U.I.T.H. 

Member  for  Billingsgate,  Primer 
Rt.  Hon.  All  Wrong  Kennedy,  C.A.B.A. 

R.E.T.,  Member  for  Queen’s  Hall, 
Cancellor  of  Cheques 
Hon.  Jew’s  Delight  Doherty,  P.M.G., 
Member  for  Damascus 
Hon.  Corn  Cob  Grant,  S.E.E.  L.O.R.D. 

Member  for  Stratford 
Hon.  Woman’s  Joke  Taylor,  S.LhF.F.E. 

R.E.R., 

Member  for  Skirtsville 
Rt.  Hon.  Can  Something  McKee,  P.A. 
X., 

Member  for  Usgood  'All 
His  Wornshirt  Gory  Guy  Galloway, 

C.I.T.Y., 

Member  for  Toronto  Raillery 
Jovial  Drone  Parks,  E.S.S.A.Y., 

Member  for  Whitechapel 
Christain  Guzzler  Found,  T.U.R.K., 

Member  for  Armenia 

Continued  on  page  2,  col.  2. 


The  Blast’s  Sanctum  Talks 
with  Distinguished  People 

A  gentleman  to  see  you  sir. 

All  right,  Marshall,  just  show  him  in. 
Good  day,  Mr.  Taylor.  We  may  indeed 
feel  honored  by  a  visit  from  your 
august  person. 

No  irony,  Editor,  if'you  please.  I’ve 
come  to-day  for  a  very  special  reason, 
you  see,  it’s  this  way,  I’m  greatly  per¬ 
plexed  and  troubled  about  the  outlook. 

The  outlook,  Taylor!  Why  what 
clouds  can  possibly  overhang  your 
horizon? 

What  clouds  indeed!  Why,  I  hope 
to  graduate  this  year.  May  I  speak 
with  perfect  confidence? 

Assuredly,  Taylor,  proceed. 

Well  then,  I  hope  to  graduate  and  you 
may  well  imagine  my  fears  at  meeting 
the  world  face  to  face  in  business. 

Oh,  we  all  feel  that  way  more  or  less. 
But  in  what  can  I  advise  you? 

That’s  just  it,  now  let  me  unfold  to 
you  my  scheme.  I  feel  that  I’m  an 
embryonic  Bismark,  for  I  have  a  verit¬ 
able  passion  for  politics  and  sociology. 
I  suppose  you’ve  noticed  my  political 
proclivities  in  my  leadership  of  the 
Social  Democrats.  Just  tell  me  frankly 
what  you  think  of  my  leadership. 

Well,  Taylor,  I’ve  no  hesitation  in 
saying  it’s  worthy  of  you  alone. 

Really,  you  flatter  me.  But,  as  I  was 
saying  politics  is  my  ultimate  object, 
and  this  is  my  ingenuous  and  modest 
scheme  for  attaining  that  desideratum. 
I  propose  to  go  back  to  Moose  Jaw  and 
enter  public  life  by  being  a  policeman  in 
the  Western  town.  Thence,  passing 
through  the  various  grades  of  civic 
service,  I  shall  hurl  myself  into  the 
arena  of  provincial  and  federal  politics. 

Continued  on  page  4,  col.  1. 


A  VISIT  TO  HADES. 

Many  °rominent  Shades  Inter¬ 
viewed. 

1  had  been  reading  Virgil  until  I  be¬ 
came  somewhat  weary,  and  so  I  lit  my 
pipe  and  leaned  back  to  enjoy  that  “ex¬ 
perience  recollected  in  tranquillity” 
which  is  true  poetry.  I  fell  to  wonder¬ 
ing  whether  Ixion  still  turned  upon  his 
wheel  and  the  vulture  still  pecked 
Promethens’s  liver.  Gradually  I  lost 
all  sense  of  location,  but  immediately 
all  became  clear  again.  I  stood  in  a 
brilliantly  lighted  court,  and  before  me 
stood  a  magnificent  mansion  with  the 
inscription  “House  of  Hades,  all  are 
welcome”  over  the  portal.  Now 
thought  I,  is  my  opportunity  to  investi¬ 
gate  this  matter  for  myself.  I  entered 
the  broad  hall  and  hung  up  my  coat  and 
hat.  There  were  many  figures  hurry¬ 
ing  to  and  fro  but  they  paid  no  atten¬ 
tion  to  me.  I  wandered  about  for  a 
time  in  a  rather  aimless  fashion,  and 
was  about  to  make  for  the  door  when  I 
perceived  the  familiar  figure  of  J.  P. 
Ferguson  coming  toward  me. 

"Why,  Fergie,”  I  exclaimed,  “I  did 
not  know  that  you  were  here.  When 
did  you  leave  U.  C.?” 

He  fixed  his  gleaming  eye  upon  me 
and  replied,  “Last  winter.  Of  course, 
my  shade  is  still  above  in  the  vale  of 
tears,  but  I  am  here.” 

“What  were  you  sent  down  for?” 

“Voting  Conservative  in  the  Lit.  I 
have  been  expecting  you  ever  since  I 
arrived.” 

“Well,”  I  said,  “My  reception  was 
rather  cool  for  one  so  long  expected.” 

“To  tell  the  truth,”  he  sadly  replied, 
“the  University  College  rooms  down 
here  are  so  beastly  over-crowded  that 

Continued  on  page  3,  col.  4. 


‘Diabolus  Vinctus'  or 
‘Satan's  Subtle  Suppression 

CAST  OF  CHARACTERS 

The  Devil . W.  C.  Kester 

Johnny  Fraiche  from  Tuniversity 

Squawlidge . H.  Finklestein 

Stanislaus  Staley  from  Ma-Gill 

H.  M.  Taylor 
Jacobus,  the  Wizard  of  the  Old  Grey 

Tower . A.  M.  Latchford 

Ass’t-Wizard,  Fuh-Nels 

E.  J .  Robertson 
Rev.  Harnish  MacGregor  from  Knocks 

S.  J.  Cook 

Gladstone  Grind,  from  Kiktoria  Squaw¬ 
lidge  . E.  Robbie 

-Pete  Pills,  a  Med. .“Dick”  McClelland 
—Dick  Drafter,  a  School  man 

Ewart  Robertson 
Murderers 

Molly  Much  from  Kweenshawl 

W.  C.  Milne 

Annie  Shawl  . J.  W.  Hill 

CHORUS  AND  DEVILMENTS 
1st  Devilment,  Kiktoria  Squawlidge 

W.  M.  C  arment 
2nd  Devilment,  Twee-nee-tee  Squaw¬ 
lidge . K.  C.  Drury 

1st  Chorus,  Annie  Shawl.. J.  W.  Hill 
2nd  Chorus,  Sighnt  ’Ilda’s 

C.  M.  Frederick 
And  many  others  including,  H. 
Drummond,  J.  Latchford,  J.  Meek,  A. 
Cox,  D.  B.  Goodman,  J.  M.  Frawley, 
J.  J.  Frawley,  Bruce  McKendrick,  H. 
E.  Pearen,  Irwin,  G.  C.  Haddow,  W. 
D.  Evans  and  J.  D.  Pearlstein. 

SYNOPSIS 

Prologue — by  the  Devil. 

Scene  One.. The  Mission,  “Go!  and 
come  not  till  thou  hast  performed  a 
noble  exploit!” 

Scene  Two.  .  Before  the  Old  Grey  Tower 
“Tis  night  on  the  Old  College  Cam¬ 
pus.” 

Scene  Three..  The  Wizard’s  Chamber. 
“I  could  not  give  you  a  clear  decis¬ 
ion  out  of  the  Kaw-Len-Dah.  What 
good  would  it  be  if  anyone  could 
understand  it?” 

Scene  Four.  .The  Devil's  Doom. 

“Be  sure  your  sin  will  find  you  out.” 
The  place  of  the  last  scene  is  T univers¬ 
ity  Squawlidge  Campus. 

Between  Scenes  1  and  2,  43  years  elapse. 
Stage  Manager,  Business  Manager, 
A.  R.  M.  Lower.  R.  G.  McClelland 
All  scenery  hand-painted  by  special 
staff  Artist. 

Orchestra  personally  conducted  by — 
God  Save  the  King. 


o 


THE  EVENING  BLAST 


THE  EVENING  BLAST. 

A  Semi-humorous  independent  Journal 
without  subscribersor  advertisements, 
published  at  odd  times  in  the  interests 
of  Woman’s  suffrage  and  Moral  De¬ 
formity. 

Managing  Editor— Mcphistopheles. 

Editor-in-Chief — Solomon. 

Associate  Editors — Job  and  Jonah. 

Sporting  Editor — Sir  Edward  Carson. 

Special  War  Correspondent — 

Paul  Goforth. 

Dramatic  Editor — 

Mrs.  Emmeline  Pankhurst. 

Society  Editor — J.  M.  Frawley. 

Printer’s  Devil — Principal  Hutton. 


EDITORIAL  NOTES. 

We  regret  that  the  society  notes  have 
not  come  to  hand  and  so,  we  are  unable 
to  include  them  in  this  issue.  The 
reason  is  that  the  Society  Editor  is  on  a 
protracted  holiday,  following  the  visit 
of  the  “Oh!  Oh!  Delphine  Co.”  to  this 
city. 

Readers  will  miss  the  customary 
advertisement  of  the  Star  Theatre.  We 
had  almost  completed  arrangements 
with  the  Manager  of  the  Theatre,  when 
he  discovered  that  the  Gayety  Theatre 
and  Wainwright’s  Dance  Hall  were 
advertising  in  the  “Varsity”  and,  con¬ 
cluding  that  students  were  a  tough  lot, 
he  decided  that  he  did  not  desire  their 
patronage  and  refused  us  the  ad. 


PEACE. 

“There  shall  be  no  more  war.”  I 
turned  and  discovered  that  this  new 
apostle  of  peace  was  none  other  than 
my  old  friend,  Paul  Goforth.  He  stood 
haranguing  a  band  of  his  disciples;  his 
hand  upraised,  his  earnest  face  and 
flashing  eyes — no,  his  eyes  could  not 
have  flashed;  that  would  never  do  in  a 
man  of  peace.  It  must  have  been  the 
light  shining  on  his  glasses. 

I  drew  nearer.  When  you  hear 
people  talking  peace,  you  may  expect 
a  row;  and  I  do  like  a  row.  “Art 
Duncan  and  I  have  shown  quite  con¬ 
clusively  that  war  does  not  pay,”  he 
continued.  “We  have  formed  the  In- 
terasinal  Jollity  Club  to  put  a  stop  to  it. 
Our  idea  is  to  ‘jolly’  people  out  of  any 
belligerent  intentions.” 

“But,”  I  protested,  “it  does  not  need 
to  pay.  People  will  fight  for  pure  love 
of  fighting.  Billy  Hayes  and  I  used  to 
fight  every  day  at  school  just  to  see 
which  was  the  better  man,  although  our 
teacher  whipped  us,  and  our  parents 
whipped  us  and  we  whipped  each  other.’ 

“Don’t  talk  such  nonsense  to  me”  he 
roared,  “ — to  me  who  have  the  great 
Art  Duncan  for  my  private  secretary, 
Norman  Angell  for  my  bootblack  and 
President  Falconer  for  my  office  boy. 
Depart  in  peace  lest  ye  tempt  me  to 
forget  my  high  calling." 

Perceiving  the  rosy  halo  of  the  said 
private  secretary  coming  around  the 
corner,  I  decided  that  the  better  part  of 
valor  was  discretion,  and  wearily  went 
my  way,  haec  volvens  sub  pectora. 


MOMENTOUS  SESSION 

Continued 

His  Gloriousness  Murray,  W.A.R., 
Causer  of  Emergencies, 

Member  for  Kruppsburg 
African  Sport  Bastedo,  T.E.D.D.Y., 
Head  Bummer, 

Member  for  Mooseville 

OPPOSITION 

1.  Do  Fret  Peplar,  L.A.W., 

Member  for  Golf-links  and  Guff 

2.  D—  Bright,  U.L.S.T.E.R., 

Member  for  Drogheda 

3.  J  ack-in-the- Bean  Stock  Story,  P.  A. T., 

Member  for  Erin 

4.  Talkative  Devil  Leonard, 

B(oy)  S(cout), 

Member  for  Board  of  Control 

5.  Windy  Rummy  West,  A.D.C., 

Member  for  Oxford 

6.  Any  Saphead  Robertson, 

N.O.R.F.O.L.K., 

Member  for  Tower  Hill 

7.  Just  Earnings  Hill,  W.O.R.K., 

Member  for  Larkinville 

8.  Fussy  Rotter  Marshall, 

M.O.U.S.T.A.C.H.E., 

Member  for  Shadowville 

9.  We-Got  ’Em  Pulleyblank, 

B.U.L.G.A.R., 

Member  for  Adrianople 

Jaunty  Geraldine  Leckie. 

Winsome  Jane  McBride. 

Jilted  Josephine  Frawley. 

Saucy  Debutante  Gardiner. 

OFFICERS 

Ready  Grip  McClelland,  P.C. 

Won't  Fight  Gregory,  C.O.P. 

Hjs  Majesty  Cameron,  C.H.R.I.S.T.I.E 


JOAN  OF  ARC. 

It  affords  us  much  pleasure  to  notice 
the  election  of  a  certain  third  year  lady 
to  the  Executive  of  the  International 
Polity  Club,  an  organization  having  for 
its  purpose  the  promotion  of  peace 
among  nations.  The  following  picture 
has  presented  itself  to  our  minds. 
Europe  is  ablaze  with  war.  Two  rival 
armies,  having  drawn  together,  are 
about  to  decide  in  one  tremendous 
Armageddon  the  future  course  of  the 
world’s  history.  The  thunder  of  can¬ 
nonading,  the  tramping  of  a  million 
feet,  the  shouts  of  hatred  and  defiance 
announce  that  this  terrible  conflict  has 
begun.  Suddenly,  when  the  rent 
heavens  are  about  to  fall,  and  the  air 
is  black  with  powder,  an  heroic  female 
figure  gallops  into  the  midst  of  the 
scene,  and  casts  in  the  face  of  the  two 
hosts  a  few  sublime  words  of  reproach. 
Immediately  the  darkness  becomes  light 
The  heavens  stop  in  their  precipitous 
fall  to  earth,  the  din  of  battle  dies  out, 
and  the  armies,  recognizing  the  irre- 
pressibility  of  a  good  cause  and  a  good 
advocate  quietly  disperse  in  opposite 
directions.  _ 

THE  LATEST  CHANT. 

The  following  words  have  been  set  to 
the  majestic  rhythm  of  Gregorian  plain- 
song.  This  chant  is  warbled  by  J.  P. 
Henderson  and  J.  M.  Frawley: — 

I  see  a  girl  in  yonder  pew;  I’d  like  to 
kiss  her,  what  say  you? 

Cheese  it  Gus,  I’m  married,  cheese  it 
Gus,  I’m  married. 


POLITICS  IN  A  BARBER 
SPOP. 

As  I  was  walking  down  Yonge  Street 
a  peculiar  sign  on  the  window  of  Van- 
nevar’s  old  book  store  caught  my  eye. 

“KNOW  THYSELF 
DELPHIC  TONSORIAL  INSTITU¬ 
TION” 

Curiosity  impelled  me  to  look  into  the 
place.  Three  high  barbers’  chairs,  a 
long  mirror,  a  shelf  covered  with  sciss¬ 
ors,  razors,  hones,  and  hair  tonics, 
together  with  the  unmistakable  striped 
pole  at  the  door,  all  the  paraphernalia 
indicated  that  the  place  had  become  a 
barber  shop.  I  was  about  to  pass  on 
when  the  barber,  who  had  been  busy  in 
the  back  part  of  the  shop,  beckoned  me 
in,  and  I  recognized  no  other  than  my 
old  college  chum,  Ernest  Hosken. 

“Well,  Joseph,"  he  said  a  few  minutes 
later  when  we  were  sitting  down 
inside,  “I  thought  this  would  surprise 
your  mighty  soul.  Why  did  I  leave  the 
University?  Filthy  lucre,  Joseph,  filthy 
lucre.  When  Jim  Pedley  went  away,  he 
left  me  his  heir,  and  I  bought  this  shop. 
I  don’t  dislike  barbering.  There  is  an 
artistic  pleasure  in  the  work,  and  besides 
it  is  very  profitable.  All  the  University 
fellows  come  here  now  to  talk  and  be 
shaved.  But  what  does  Nullus  say? 
“The  intellectual  aspect  of  the  vital 
process  is  a  series  of  deductions  from 
the  episodes  of  existence.”  Get  that? 
Well,  a  barber  is  on  such  friendly  terms 
with  everybody  that  he  hears  many 
other  people’s  experience  and  should  be 
of  necessity  a  philosopher.  Hence  this 
Flerpicide.  But  see  who’s  coming!  By 
Jove,  here  are  three  of  them!” 

The  door  opened,  and  in  walked 
Lower,  Ferguson,  and  Herb  Taylor.  As 
Herb  climbed  into  the  chair,  Ferguson 
was  manifestly  uneasy.  When  Hosken 
began  to  apply  the  lather  with  a  prac¬ 
tised  and  skilful  hand,  Ferguson  rose, 
struck  an  attitude,  rolled  his  large  black 
eyes,  and  began  to  declaim — 

“The  modern  State  is  the  distinctive 
product  of  a  unique  civilization.  The 
old  social  structure  has  gradually  col¬ 
lapsed,  and  phoenix-like,  hatched  among 
the  ruins  by  the  fervor  of  liberal  ideas, 
reform  and  progress  have  come  to  bless 
humanity.” 

At  this  point  the  leader  of  the  Social 
Democratic  party  opened  his  mouth, 
but  as  Hosken  happened  at  that  mo¬ 
ment  to  stick  the  shaving  brush  in,  Her¬ 
bert  was  reduced  to  a  blasphemous 
silence  and  Lower  interposed — 

“Does  the  honorable  gentleman  not 
realize  that  he  is  claiming  for  the  Liberal 
party  all  the  advantages  of  Conserva¬ 
tism?  Our  motto  is  slow  progress. 
Slowness  is  our  watchword,  progress  our 
desideratum.  For  example — ” 

Here,  Mr.  Taylor,  could  contain  him¬ 
self  no  longer.  At  the  imminent  risk  of 
self-decapitation  by  the  razor  in  Hos- 
ken’s  hands,  he  jumped  out  of  the  chair. 
“Rot!”  he  exclaimed.  Don’t  be  an  ass 
Lower!  "Money  is  the  desideratum. 
Socialism  is  the  problem  of  people  living 
together.  The  Socialist  party  stands 
for  the  acquisition  of  money  by  the  poor 
man.  Be  a  sport  and  vote  Socialist. 

As  Herb  subsided  into  his  chair,  I.  P. 
McNabb  walked  into  the  shop.  “Good 
Continued  on  page  3,  col.  3. 


BLAST  INSPECTS  DANCE 
HALL. 


The  representative  of  the  “Blast” 
decided  to  take  a  stroll  the  other  evening 
and  in  the  course  of  his  peregrinations 
happened  to  pass  a  certain  dance  hall 
on  College  Street,  known  in  University 
circles  as  the  “Students’  Own.”  Out¬ 
side  the  door  of  this  place,  in  the  full 
glare  of  the  light  which  streamed  from 
the  scene  of  revelry,  he  saw  the  well- 
known  form  and  Apollo-like  features  of 
Gus  Matthews,  the  celebrated  expert 
on  immigration.  Two  other  gentlemen, 
very  prominent  in  the  Fourth  year, were 
endeavoring  to  induce  (or  seduce)  Mr. 
Mathews  to  go  inside,  to  wit  Messrs. 
Annable  and  Frederick.  Mr.  Mathews 
stoutly  resisted  the  tempters  and  de¬ 
clared  in  slightly  uncertain  syllables 
that  he  had  had  enough  of  that  rough¬ 
neck  joint.  He  waxed  eloquent  about 
the  place  and  so  far  prevailed  upon  Mr. 
Annable  that  the  latter  accompanied 
him  eastwards  toward  the  Garden 
theatre.  The  Blast  representative  de¬ 
cided  to  stick  around  and  was  rewarded 
by  the  appearance  of  Messrs.  Gosse  and 
Mahaffy,  who  strutted  proudly  in,  not 
deigning  to  glance  at  the  menial  who 
extended  his  hand  for  the  4  bits  neces¬ 
sary  to  be  admitted.  “Them  guys  has 
season  tickets”  was  his  comment  to  the 
coat-check  artist. 

Nothing  further  happened  and  the 
reporter  was  about  to  enter,  when  he 
saw  in  the  near  distance  the  majestic 
port  and  infinite  chest  of  Mr.  Murphy 
of  the  4th  year.  Beside  this  magni¬ 
ficent  gentleman  strolled  Mr.  Douglas  of 
the  North  House,  as  if  for  pageantry 
arrayed,  in  a  red  tie  and  a  yellow  shirt. 
Mr.  Murphy  did  not  enter  the  place  of 
revelry,  but  Mr.  Douglas  did.  This  is 
sufficient  testimony  to  the  strength  of 
character  of  the  first  mentioned  gentle¬ 
man,  in  that  he  will  leave  his  cherished 
comrade  at  virtue’s  call. 

Quite  a  number  of  other  well-known 
Terpsichoreans,  including  the  most  of 
the  Chi  Delta  fraternity  were  noticed  on 
entering  but  space  and  fear  of  libel  suits 
will  not  permit  us  to  say  more. 

BROKE  AGAIN. 


“Hello,  uncle,  this  is  Herbert  speaking. 

Say,  uncle,  I’m  broke!” 

Could  you  lend  me  twenty-five  dollars 
uncle? 

Thanks  awfully.  Would  you  bring  it 
around  to  the  house  to-night?  Good¬ 
bye.”  _ 

HEARD  OVER  THE  PHONE. 

“Is  that  Mr.  Blank,  K.C.?” 

“This  is  Mr.  C.  C.  Grant  speaking.” 
“C.  C.  Grant  the  fellow  that  was  ar¬ 
rested  last  year,  you  know.” 


STUDENTS’  COUNCIL. 


In  accordance  with  the  recent  de¬ 
cision  of  the  Privy  Council,  the  name 
of  the  “  Parliament  of  the  Under¬ 
graduates  ”  (vulgarly  called  the  Stu¬ 
dent’s  Parliament),  has  been  altered  to 
“  Student’s  Council.”  This  was  much 
to  be  desired,  as  that  moribund  aggre¬ 
gation  was  often  confused  with  the  real 
Parliament,  that  is,  the  Mock  Parlia¬ 
ment.  The  members  of  the  Mock 
Parliament  will  no  longer  be  humiliated 
by  having  the  inane  vaporings  and 
nonsensical  resolutions  of  that  body  of 
blatant  demogognes  ascribed  to  them. 
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“Equal  Rights*'  on  Olympus 


As  rosy-fingered  dawn  diffused  her  golden  light, 

High  on  Olympus’  lofty  snow-crowned  height. 

In  royal  robes  resplendent  on  their  thrones  of  gold, 

There  sate  in  glory  th’  immortal  gods  of  old. 

High  Priest,  Apollo  Taylor,  tuned  his  blithesome  lute, 

While  sylvan  nymphs  and  fauns  did  gaze  in  wonder  mute, 

To  see  our  Herbert  thus  amid  the  flow’ry  meads, 

Awaken  earth  and  heaven  with  his  melodious  reeds. 

But  not  for  musics’  love  sate  thus  the  gods  in  state; 

Theirs  was  it  rather  to  engage  in  high  debate, 

Whether  the  lord  of  heaven  rudely  they  depose, 

So  then  in  anger  Helen  Juno  with  pride  arose. 

“Away  thou  chattering  minstrel,  cease  thy  silly  song, 

And  up  fleet  Iris,  haste,  now  get  thee  forth  along, 

Winnow  the  lightsome  air  and  reach  Jove  Fergie's  gate, 

His  sleep  disturbing  say  the  gods  in  conclave  wait.’’ 

So  spake  Queen  Helen  wroth,  and  stamped  and  scowled  around, 
And  beat  her  tiny  feet  in  tune  upon  the  ground. 

Up  shot  fleet  Iris,  speeding  on  her  airy  wing, 

Away,  in  woe,  did  Herb  his  lute  now  fling. 

Lo,  Jove  by  Lethe  wharf  lay  on  his  downy  bed, 

Till  Iris  rudely  thumped  his  black  ambrosial  head. 

“Thy  presence,  Sire,’’  she  said,  “is  waited  by  the  Court.” 

“A  minute,  please,’’  quoth  he,  “to  have  my  morning  snort.’’ 

The  cup,  he  brimmed  up  full,  and  quaffed  it  in  a  trice, 

And  to  his  Angus  said,  “Some  pretty  frill  Iris!” 

“Aye  true,  O  king,”  quoth  he,  “some  frill  she  is  by  Styx. 

But  fairer  far  than  she  the  frills  of  onety-six." 

“Tut,  tut,  thou  valet,  up,  and  by  the  marble  portal, 

My  car  of  state  bring  forth  and  yoke  the  steeds  immortal; 

So  shall  I  learn  and  straight  discern  the  reason  curst, 

(For  curst  it  is)  why  Helen  makes  this  wild  outburst. 

The  king,  refulgent,  stepping  from  his  mansion’s  bower, 

Did  make  all  nature  conscious  of  his  might  and  power, 

As  when  Aurora  fair,  high  on  her  orient  car 

The  shades  of  night  and  flickering  tapers  scatters  far. 

Across  the  azure  blue  in  majesty  sublime, 

His  coursers  wing  their  way,  all  in  the  morning’s  prime, 

While  perfume-laden  winds  to  him  their  incense  bring, 

The  lark’s  clear  note  makes  heaven  with  matin  anthems  ring. 

And  hark,  the  clatt’ring  car  up  heaven’s  steep  ascent, 

In  thunder  roars  th’  approach  of  Jove  omnipotent. 

Th’  immortals,  lo,  on  ivory  thrones  bow  down  from  left  to  right, 
Like  stately  poplars  bending  to  the  storm-god’s  might. 

“What  dismal  tumult  this,  dread  Helen,  tell,  what  hideous  brawl, 
Jove  Fergie  spake,  “that  roars  so  loud  and  fills  Olympus’  hall? 

Are  Titan  fiends  cut  loose  from  hell  and  batt’ring  on  our  door. 

Or  fails  Achilles  to  roll  back  the  Trojan  surge  of  war?’’ 

He  ceased:  then  Helen  scowling,  rolled  her  flashing  eyes — 

As  when  the  storm-clouds  sweep  and  scurry  o’er  the  skies, 

While  heaven’s  lurid  lights  inflame  the  tempest’s  wrack — 

And  taunting  spake,  and  raging  hurled  her  answer  back: 

“Thou  doting  despot  damn’d,  Olympus’  pseudo  king 
No  more  the  vault  of  heaven  with  praise  for  thee  shall  ring; 

I  and  the  suffragettes  are  bound  to  have  our  way 
And  knell  thy  doom  in  dunnest  depths  for  aye  and  aye. 

Oppression,  tumult,  greed,  have  marked  thy  rueful  reign. 

While  jealous  males  have  ruled  and  lorded  it  amain; 

Honor,  blessing,  glory  on  them  dids’t  thou  bestow, 

While  women’s  righteous  rights  have  never  had  a  show. 

The  College  papers,  lo,  are  handled  all  by  men, 

As  if  the  maidens  were  unskilful  with  the  pen, 

Mock  parliament’s  the  same,  a  silly  sight,  I  trow. 

But  why  the  girls  are  barred  is  what  I  want  to  know. 

I  launched  a  scheme  unique  to  suppress  tri-weekly  news, 

Unless  the  ladies,  too,  should  equal  give  their  views; 

This  scheme  I  planned  and  launched  but  it  did  not  avail, 

For  'Varsity  since  then  has  doubled  in  its  sale. 

But  now,  thou  pampered  fraud,  redress  is  my  demand, 

To  women  give  the  right  to  counsel  and  command, 

Else,  by  my  soul.  I’ll  down  thee  with  resistless  might. 

My  aegis,  ringing  sharp,  shall  rouse  all  heaven  for  fight.’’ 

Goforth  Mars  sate  high  in  all  his  bloody  glory, 

While  butchered  infants  sculped  upon  his  upper  storey 
Bespake  his  nature  harsh,  blood-wallowing  desires, 

Which  love  to  gouge  his  foe  and  gloat  as  he  expires. 

“Thy  words,’’ quoth  he,  “proud  dame,  accomplish,  I  implore; 

To  hell  with  dreams  of  peace,  call  up  the  dogs  of  war, 

Let  women  bold  and  men  engage  in  sanguine  strife, 

Be  hell’s  dark  demons  loosed  and  in  their  midst  run  rife. 

But  see  thou  note  and  mark  Jove  Fergie’s  cause  is  mine, 

And  as  the  giants  failed,  so  death  is  surely  thine’’ 

Thus  spake  our  warlike  Paul  and  made  proud  Helen  quail 
Chanting  his  paean  loud,  testing  his  coat  of  mail. 

Athene  saw  the  fear  in  Helen’s  blanched  face, 

And  turning  spake  a  word  to  Jove's  imperial  race; 

This  question’s  not  for  might,  but  rather  royal  reason, 

So  cease,  my  Helen  bold,  repress  thy  silly  treason. 

And  as  we  gods  supreme  this  matter  cannot  fix, 

So  summon  we  the  prince  of  wondrous  onety-six; 

With  reason’s  highest  gifts  and  modesty  his  crowned, 

And  for  state  politics  likewise  his  high  renowned. 

Then  cocky  Code  came  up,  puffed  with  a  god’s  elation, 

That  here,  at  length,  he’d  got  his  proper  rank  and  station. 

And  when  imperial  Jove  to  him  the  question  put, 

He  viewed  the  spacious  globe  that  whirled  beneath  his  foot. 

And  said  majestically,  much  have  I  seen  and  known, 

So  thus  my  knowledge  has  my  years  by  far  outgrown, 

And  from  the  mine  of  history’s  wealth  and  treasure  lore, 

Full  many  nuggets  have  I  garnered  in  my  store. 

And  to  your  question,  Sire,  I  would  with  truth  reply, 

Both  you  are  right  and  Helen’s  right  and  all’s  right  as  right  can  be. 


POLITICS  IN  A  BARBER 
SHOP. 


Contin  ued 

morniru  ,  gentlemen.  Have  you  paid 
your  Lit  fee?”  said  be.  “All  right,  Joe, 
I’ll  see  y  u  again  about  that,  good-bye!” 

Scarcely  had  the  genial  I.P.  taken  his 
departure,  when  a  small  man  with  a 
browni-h  moustache  and  glasses  came 
in.  “Ah!  gentlemen,”  said  Dr.  John¬ 
ston,  for  ii  was  he,  “I  have  just  brought 
out  a  little  book  on  a  subject  in  which 
you  are  all  interested — at  least  I  hope 
so — “Cum  with  the  Indicative.”  Herb 
muttered  something,  but  the  Doctor 
continued,  “Much  work  has  been  done 
on  this  subject.  Eminent  scholars — 
Germans  in  particular — have  written 
hundreds — I  may  almost  say  thousands 
— of  pages  on  this  subject.  I  have  my¬ 
self  read  scores  of  German  works  about 
it,  and  this  little  book  of  mine  formulates 
a  theory,  which  I  believe,  has  never 
before  been  put  forward — at  least,  not 
just  in  this  form.  Well!  I  hope  you  will 
read  it.  Yes,  I  thank  you.  I  will  sit 
down.” 

As  the  Doctor  finished  his  dissertation 
the  door  opened  once  more,  to  admit 
Paul  Goforth,  Latchford  and  J.  E.  Hill. 
“Oh,  say,  fellows!”  exclaimed  Hill, 
“you  know  we're  starting  a  branch  of 
the  Society  for  the  Prevention  of 
Cruelty  to  Animals  in  connection  with 
the  University.  The  elections  will  take 
place  to-morrow.  Whom  are  you  vot¬ 
ing  for?  I’m  running  for  president. 
No,  I  must  be  going,  I  have  a  lot  of 
canvassing  to  do.” 

“Hold  on  there,  Hill,”  said  Latchford. 
“We  must  know  your  opinion  on  some  of 
the  topics  of  the  day  first.  What  do 
you  think  of  the  protective  tariff  of 
Japan  in  connection  with  the  opening 
of  the  Panama  Canal?” 

“I  am  in  favor  of  it,”  replied  Hill. 

“That’s  rubbish!”  commented  Latch¬ 
ford.  “But  what  would  you  say  about 
the  condition  of  the  starving  millions  of 
Lancashire?  What  would  you  do  to 
help  them?” 

“I  am  in  favor  of  doing  something,” 
replied  Hill,  “Perhaps  McNabb  could 
take  up  a  subscription  for  them  in  the 
College.” 

“Get  out  of  here,  you  idiot,”  roared 
Latchford,  "or  I’ll  punch  your  head. 
What  do  you  know  about  economics? 
Get  out,  I  say!”  With  these  words  he 
snatched  up  a  cuspidor  and  hurled  it 
not  at  Hill,  but  at  Herb  Taylor,  who  had 
been  watching  the  argument  with  evi¬ 
dent  pleasure.  Instantly  Herb  leaped 
at  his  throat.  Ferguson  sprang  to 
Latchford’s  side,  Lower  to  Taylor’s. 
I  crawled  into  a  linen  locker  for  safety. 
Nothing  could  now  be  seen  but  a  tangled 
mass  from  which  arms  and  legs  pro¬ 
truded,  only  to  return  with  a  vicious 
thump.  Paul  Goforth  alone  stood  apart 
searching  for  something  in  a  book.  The 
chairs  flew  in  all  directions.  The  mirror 
cracked  from  side  to  side.  The  room 
was  full  of  a  suffocating  dust.  “Psycho¬ 
logical  case  against  war!”  shouted  Paul. 
“Accipe  hoc!”  cried  Dr.  Johnston,  as  he 
dealt  a  deadly  blow.  “Economic  case 
against  war!”  shouted  Paul.  “Gentle¬ 
men,  gentlemen!”  screamed  Hosken. 
Suddenly  through  the  door  burst  in 
eight  stalwart  policemen.  With  brutal 
violence  they  fell  upon  everybody  they 
could  see.  Soon  Paul  Goforth,  the 
peacemaker,  lay  white  and  still.  Herb 
Taylor  was  the  last  to  succumb.  With 
his  own  hand  he  slew  three  policemen 
out  of  the  eight,  but  the  others  with  a 
united  effort  bound  him  fast.  “There's 
another!”  cried  one  of  the  policemen, 
pointing  at  my  locker.  They  dragged 
me  out.  The  heavy  club  was  raised 
above  my  head — -there  was  a  dull  thud 
— and  I  awoke. 


A  VISIT  TO  IIADES. 
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we  hardly  know  how  we  can  accom¬ 
modate  another  one  and  we  are  expect¬ 
ing  Lower  down  any  time.  All  Con¬ 
servatives  come  here  sooner  or  later.” 

He  brightened  up  when  1  told  him 
that  I  was  merely  visiting  and  offered 
to  show  me  about. 

I  was  immediately  ushered  into  the 
rooms  reserved  for  University  men. 
There  was  something  indescribably  fam¬ 
iliar  about  the  place.  The  air  was 
thick  with  smoke;  the  clicking  of  pool 
balls  sounded  above  the  hum  of  conver¬ 
sation;  and  yet  there  was  a  curious 
earnestness  and  a  certain  uneasiness 
depicted  on  every  countenance.  In  a 
dark  corner  sat  the  inimitable  Tom 
Gordon  giving  Machiavelli  a  few  ele¬ 
mentary  lessons  in  political  strategy. 
Bill  Beaton  and  Hugh  McLaughlin 
were  hotly  discussing  some  momentous 
question.  I  could  scarcely  hear  them 
for  the  din  but  the  question  seemed  to 
be  whether  the  “desideratum”  of  the 
Literary  Society  was  the  difficulty  of 
getting  the  ““Athenian  bees”  to  live  in 
this  cold  climate.  There  were  many 
others  whom  I  recognized  but  they 
were  so  intent  upon  their  own  affairs 
that  they  failed  to  notice  me.  I  missed 
some  whom  I  had  every  reason  to  ex¬ 
pect  to  see,  so  I  turned  to  J.  P.  and 
asked  for  a  certain  dogmatic  individual 
who  has  been  wont  to  cause  the  students 
much  annoyance. 

“He  was  down  here  for  a  while,”  was 
the  reply,  but  he  wanted  to  run  every¬ 
thing  just  as  he  did  at  the  University, 
in  fact,  he  was  so  hard  to  get  along  with 
that  Old  Nick  (whom  the  uninitiated 
call  Satan)  kicked  him  out.” 

“But  er — er — have  you  none  of  the 
female  persuasion  down  here?” 

“We  used  to  have  but  the  women  got 
the  vote  and  became  so  contaminated 
by  mixing  in  politics  that  we  refused  to 
associate  with  them  any  longer  and  they 
have  to  keep  to  their  own  quarters  now. 
I  will  conduct  you  to  them  if  you  like.” 

I  smilingly  assured  him  that  none  of 
my  friends  would  be  there,  and  as  it  was 
getting  late  I  prepared  to  leave.  Just 
at  that  moment  Old  Nick  entered.  He 
had  just  been  up  to  University  College 
assisting  in  a  play.  He  was  such  a 
hearty,  happy-looking,  old  chap  that  I 
would  have  liked  to  have  a  chat  with 
him.  Besides  he  had  a  bottle  in  his 
hip-pocket.  The  crowd  around  him 
was  so  dense  that  I  could  not  get  near 
him,  so  I  reluctantly  made  my  way  to 
the  exit. 

I  noticed  that  my  hat  was  gone  and 
turned  to  my  guide  with  an  inquiring 
look.  “I’ll  bet,”  he  said,  “that  Gowans 
and  MacLean  have  taken  it  to  hold  the 
tickets  for  a  pool  they  are  forming  on 
the  rugby  game.  Those  fellows  are 
inveterate  gamblers.” 

As  I  took  leave  of  Mr.  Ferguson,  I 
asked  him  why,  since  the  doors  were 
open  some  of  them  did  not  return  to 
University  College. 

“Yes,”  said  he  “and  be  fined  a  dollar 
for  each  day  they  were  late.  I  know 
people  who  have  been  due  down  here 
for  the  last  fifty  years  and  they  will  not 
be  charged  a  cent  when  they  come;  be¬ 
sides,  one  gets  to  like  the  life  down 
here;  it  is  so  much  like  the  Students 
Union  used  to  be.” 

Ah,  that  was  why  the  place  was  so 
familiar.  I  stepped  over  the  threshold 
and  had  a  vague  sensation  that  the 
top  step  was  gone.  My  foot  went  down, 
down  until  I  feared  that  I  should 
surely  be  rent  assunder.  A  dull  thud 
startled  me  and  I  awoke  to  find  that 
my  left  leg  had  dropped  off  the  table. 
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FOUND — On  the  steps  of  the  McCaul  St. 
Synagogue,  one  watch  fob  initialed  with 

owner  attached.  .Apply  at  Agnes  St.  Station. 
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I’ll  spend  about  three  years  in  each  office 
so  as  to  get  it  down  pat,  see. 

Quite  so,  do  it  like  your  University 
course,  eh? 

Exactly.  You  see  I’ve  profited  im¬ 
mensely  by  my  sojourn  here;  learned  to 
restrain  my  ambition  somewhat  by  my 
experience  with  the  ’Varsity  I.  Rugby 
Team,  the  Literary  Society  and  Class 
Elections. 

I  see;  “thrice  you've  assailed  and 
thrice  in  spite  of  scorn,”  to  quote 
Milton.  Well,  I  should  say  it  was  a 
very  laudable  proposal.  You  certainly 
possess  in  a  remarkable  degree  the  re¬ 
quisite  essentials  for  the  initial  position, 
good  physique  and  proper  mental 
calibre.  And  you  know  the  old  adage, 
“What’s  well  begun  is  half  done.” 
Moreover,  your  genius  for  politics  has 
not  escaped  me.  I  heard  your  noble 
utterance  that  Socialism  is  the  problem 
of  people  living  together — that’s  quite 
lucid  and  pregnant,  just  like  Bismark. 

Well,  you’ll  remember  me  when  I 
wish  your  assistance? 

Assuredly.  I  intend  to  edit  the  As¬ 
bestos  Gazette,  of  Torridtown,  after  I 
get  through  with  this. 

Thanks,  Editor,  Good-day. 

Farewell,  earth’s  prodigy. 


WOMAN’S  INHUMANITY.  INQUIRER’S  CORNER. 


The  other  morning  I  noticed  Mr.  H. 
R.  Kemp  with  a,  decidedly  scared  look 
on  his  face  and  remembering  that  the 
Y.  M.  C.  A.  man  who  did  not  call  on 
me  this  fall  had  said  that  I  was  my 
brother’s  keeper  I  went  o\  to  inquire 
the  cause. 

He  looked  around  to  see  that  no  one 
was  listening  and  then  whispered,  “I 
was  out  at  a  party  last  night,  and  they 
were  playing  some  foolish  game  in  which 
each  one  asked  another  a  question  and 
if  the  answer  were-,  “yes”  or  “no”  the 
answerer  had  to  paya  forfeit.  And  Miss 

M - said  to  me,  ‘Mr.  Kemp,  may  I 

sit  on  your  knee.’  I  was  so  flabbergast¬ 
ed  that  1  did  not  know  what  to  do. 
What  would  you  have  done  ?” 

Now,  really,  what  would  I  have  done? 
The  Y.M.C.A.  man  did  not  say  that  I 
was  my  sister’s  keeper. 


(1)  Yes,  Dr.  Abbot  said  that  H.  R. 
Kay  not  only  was  a  nuisance  himself 
but  also  had  an  evil  influence  on  the 
other  members  of  the  class. 

(2)  Did  I  ever  think  that  one  night  in 
the  “cooler”  would  have  cooled  C.  C. 
Grant  off  so  effectively?  Well  facts  are 
facts. 

(3)  What  is  a  “party  clam?”  I  would 
not  attempt  to  define  the  term  but  I 
feel. safe  in  saying  that  the  leader  of  the 
Social  Democrats  is  not  a  clam.  A 
clam  knows  when  to  shut  up. 

(4)  Is  J.  E.  Hill  on  the  track  team? 
No,  but  he  is  the  champion  runner — for 
office — of  University  College. 


When  Adam  stepped  on  Eve’s  best  gown 
Did  she  then  toss  her  head  and  frown 
And  flash  her  fiery  eyes  of  brown? 

O  no!  she  kept  her  wonted  calm 
And  said,  "I  do  not  care  Adam.” 


WHERE  CROWDS  DO  CONGREGATE 


Another  gentleman,  sir. 

Show  him  in,  Marshall.  Ah,  Latch- 
ford,  delighted.  Pray  sit  down;  what 
can  I  do  for  you? 

I  wish  to  know  Mr.  Editor,  whether 
you  could  give  me  space  in  your  valuable 
columns  for  a  little  four-lined  eulogy  on 
the  English. 

Certainly,  Latch.  Anything  from 
your  pen  is  welcome.  What  is  it? 

Here  it  is.  It  may  not  be  choice 
poetry,  but  it  expresses  my  sentiments 
perfectly. 

Of  Adam’s  offspring  since  the  world 
was  made, 

The  noblest  kind's  the  ruling  English¬ 
man. 

He’s  blessed  mankind  in  politics  and 
men 

And  never  flinched  at  duty’s  stern 
mandates. 

Noble  lines,  Latch!  But  I  am  be¬ 
wildered  and  amazed  at  their  sentiment 
and  that  too,  coming  from  one  whom 
I  have  considered  slightly  anti-English. 

What!  I  anti-English!  Malicious 
slander,  sir,  born  of  Lower  and  nursed 
by  McKee.  Just  think  of  my  panegy¬ 
rics  pronounced  in  the  Lit  on  the  Eng¬ 
lish  administration  of  Ireland,  and  this 
empire,  mark  you,  this  grand  British 
empire,  standing  like  an  indissoluble 
mass,  riveted  together  with  the  adam¬ 
antine  chains  of  love  and  sympathy. 
Just  think  of  the  magnanimity  display¬ 
ed  by  the  English  in  having  any  dealings 
with  that  race  of  ciphers,  the  Irish.  The 
Irish!  by  St.  George,  what  unquench¬ 
able  hatred  burns  within  me  as  I  think 
of  them!  Why  the  terms  Irish  and 
honorable  are  themselves  incompatible, 
no  more  to  be  associated  with  one  anoth¬ 
er,  than  Beelzebub  and  the  arch  angel 
Gabriel.  Now  listen,  I  consider  it  the 
most  illustrious  event  that  lightens  the 
history  of  my  lineal  predecessors  when 
my  noble  ancestor  assisted  Cromwell 
to  decimate  the  Irish  army.  I  intend 
to  emulate  his  example  by  raising  a 
force  to  quell  the  formenting  Home 
Rulers.  As  regards  our  British  empire 
let  me  say  that  there  are  three  kinds  of 
empire,  three  which  are  to  wit:  first  a 
central  power  having  several  dependen¬ 
cies  from  which  it  extorts  tribute  and 
subservience;  history  is  replete  with 
such  examples;  second,  an  empire  of 
several  component  parts  which  are  all 
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defended  by  the  one  central  authority; 
third,  the  British  empire,  which  is,  sir, 
the  only  one  of  its  kind  in  all  the  world. 
In  vain  you  will  run  your  eye  over  the 
dusty  scroll  of  human  experience  to  find 
a  combination  of  autonomous  States 
bound  together  by  love  and  sympathy 
as  is  the  British  Empire. 

Well,  it  surprises  me  to  hear  you  say 
so  Latch.  I  suppose,  then,  you  support 
the  British  preference? 

Support  it!  Assurdly!  Just  think, 
here  are  the  people  in  Lincolnshire 
starving  for  the  lack  of  bread.  Why 
don’t  we  send  them  our  wheat  free,  eh? 
I  proposed  this  in  the  Lit  but  it  was 
smothered  by  an  avalanche  of  abuse 
from  the  anti-British  McKee. 

Well,  I’m  pleased  to  give  your  lines 
space,  Latch.  What  else  can  I  do  for 
you? 

Nothing  more  at  present,  thanks;  but 
soon  I  11  ask  you  to  review  my  book 
entitled,  “The  epitome  of  imposition, 
or  Why  should  England  pay  Ireland’s 
debts.”  Good-bye. 

Au  revoir,  Latch. 


Another  gentleman,  sir. 

Tell  him  to  come  this  way,  Marshall. 
Good-morning  Mr.  Moyer.  What  wind 
blew  you  hither? 

I  wish  to  know  sir,  whether  you  would 
kindly  use  your  influence  in  persuading 
this  parliament  soon  to  assemble  to  put 
through  a  bill  at  my  instigation. 

I  think,  I  can  agree,  Percy.  Anything 
of  yours  always,  smacks  with  sound 
sense  and  patriotism.  What  is  it? 

VVell,  in  the  first  place,  by  way  of  cor¬ 
rection,  don’t  call  me  Percy;  it  sounds 
too  much  like  “Poicy  bah  Jove,  don’t 
y’  know”  etc.  Call  me  Percival.  Well, 
then,  to  get  to  my  proposal.  You  know 
I  ve  been  sorely  troubled  in  spirit  be¬ 
cause  so  few  of  the  senior  men  realize 
the  duty  incumbent  upon  them  of  wear¬ 
ing  canes;  because,  also,  some  of  them 
come  to  College  with  a  weeks  growth  of 
whiskers  upon  them  and  their  personal 
appearance  generally  unkempt.  Now, 
the. best  of  our  men,  those  who  will  leave 
their  names  on  the  scroll  of  time  realize 


this;  for  instance,  look  at  the  correct¬ 
ness  with  which  Mr.  Kester  wears  his 
cane,  Mr.  Hill  never  needs  a  shave,  and, 
pardon  the  remark,  I  do  the  best  I  can 
to  be  as  neat  and  comely  as  possible. 
Well,  here’s  the  point,  I  wish  to  make 
it  a  statutory  law,  first,  that  a  senior 
shall  use  a  cane  whenever  he  goes  to  the 
University  sermon,  to  the  theatre  or 
any  social  event;  second,  that  a  com¬ 
mittee  shall  be  appointed  to  measure 
each  man’s  whiskers  before  nine-o’clock 
lectures,  and  that  those  whose  whiskers 
are.  longer  than  the  thirty-fifth  part  of 
an  inch  shall  be  prohibited  from  attend¬ 
ing  their  respective  class  receptions; 
third.,  that  another  committee  shall  be 
appointed  to  measure  the  length  of  each 
man’s  hair  every  week,  and  those  whose 
hair  is  longer  than  that  which  is  propor¬ 
tionate  with  the  width  of  their  foreheads 
shall  likewise  be  punished;  fourth,  that 
the  college  shall  maintain  a  barber  shop 
where  each  student  can  get  massages 
at  a  nominal  price. 

This  is  excellent  logic,  Percival,  I 
didn  t  think  you  could  originate  such 
far-reaching  schemes.  I  think,  sir, 
there  are  many  valid  reasons  for  these 
proposals,  especially  the  cane.  You, 
see,  a  cane  is  a  very  necessary  and  ap¬ 
propriate  thing  for  a  senior.  It  gives 
him  a  sort  of  polished  appearance  and 
what’s  more,  were  it  not  for  this  some 
seniors  would  not  be  known  as  such. 
Well,  Percival,  I’ll  do  my  best  in  this 
matter.  Thank  you,  sir,  good-day. 


There  are  a  number  of  fellows  out 
here,  sir,  applying  for  the  job  of  printer’s 
devil.  Well  what  do  they  look  like, 
Marshall  ?  Like  human  derelicts,  sir, 
young  vagabonds  that  look  as  though 
they’d  lost  the  grace  of  God  in  their 
infancy.  They’re  ex-Knox  students. 
Well  show  them  in,  and  announce  them 
as  they  come.  Mr.  Kay,  sir.  Kay’s 
your  name,  eh?  Where  do  you  come 
from?  Scotland,  sir.  Well,  what  do 
you  know,  Kay?  I  was  a  good  scholar 
in  my  day,  sir.  I  preached  about  Esau’s 
mess  of  pottage  and  the  mandrakes 
Reuben  gathered.  Well,  what  lang¬ 


uages  do  you  know?  Hebrew’s  my  fort, 
sir.  Don’t  want  no  Yidd’s  around  here. 

Mr.  Gauld,  sir.  What  do  you  know, 
Gauld?  Rugby,  sir.  Scrimmage  or 
half-back?  Neither;  draw-back.  My 
team  was  just  nosed  out  of  the  Mulock 
cup  race  by  the  High  (kicking)  Angli¬ 
cans.  What’s  your  strong  point?  Geol¬ 
ogy,  sir.  Well,  you  won’t  mind  doing 
the  swearing  for  the  bunch  in  the  print¬ 
ing  office  and  cleaning  out  the  cuspidors, 
will  you?  I  object  to  the  latter.  I’ll 
not  take  that  job. 

Mr.  Kemp,  sir.  Well,  what  do  you 
know  Kemp?  Not  much,  sir.  Under¬ 
stand  Greek?  Yes.  Dice?  Yes.  Um- 
bro-oscan?  Yes.  Take  salt  on  your 
porridge?  Yes.  Read  Latin?  Yes. 
Play  cards?  Yes.  Know  German? 
Yes.  Dominoes?  Yes.  French?  Yes. 
Run  a  Wheelbarrow?  Yes.  Read 
hieroglyphics?  Yes.  Alice  in  wonder¬ 
land  Yes.  Understand  epigraphy? 
Yes.  Triangles?  Yes.  Ever  see 
“Snuffy,  the  Cabman  ?”  Yes.  Well, 
Kemp,  a  man  of  your  learning  certainly 
should  be  more  than  a  mere  devil.  I’ll 
make  you  devil-in-chief. 

Mr.  C.  C.  Grant,  sir.  Well,  what  dre 
your  credentials,  Grant?  I’m  a  political 
has-been,  sir.  I  used  to  run  the  U.  C. 
Lit.,  was  on  the  “Varsity”  staff  in  1913, 
and  also  straightened  out  a  few  theolo¬ 
gical  problems  for  Knox  College.  Well 
a  devil  ought  to  know  “Paradise  Lost.” 
Do  you?  Yes.  What  hymns  can  you 
sing?  I  know,  “Shall  we  gather  at  the 
Styx,”  “Dare  to  be  a  devil”  and  “Bring¬ 
ing  in  the  brimstone.”  •  That  settles  it. 
Grant  your  my  devil.  Say,  Marshall, 
just  tell  those  other  fellows  the  job  is 
filled.  Well,  they’re  very  persistent, 
sir.  Who  are  they,  Marshall?  There’s 
Cody,  Gillespie,  Peebles,  Doherty, 
Thompson,  McGregor,  Goforth  and 
Ferguson.  Well,  they  can’t  all  be  devils 
that’s  sure.  Tell  them  to  go  back  to 
Knox  and  see  if  they  can’t  become 
foreign  missionaries. 

EPIGRAM  ON  A  PROFESSOR. 

And  lo!  behold  a  curious  equation 
'Tis  neither  affirmation  nor  negation, 

The  pallid  testhete  with  the  corpse-like 
brow, 

Who  lives  but  in  the  past  and  not  the 
now, 

Who  seeketh  in  his  hands  for  inspiration 
And  passes  on  absorbed  in  contempla¬ 
tion, 

Who  dearly  loves  th’Imperialistic  peer 
And  taught  us  History  in  our  second 
year. 


FORECASTS  OF  TORONTOENSIS. 

Ferguson,  John  Percival, 

Our  policy  is  simply  this — 

Lower,  Arthur  R.  M., 

I  move  that  the  constitution  be  not 
taken  as  a  precedent. 

Duncan,  Arthur  J.. 

A  little  knowledge  is  a  dangerous 
thing. 

Hamili,  Clayton  B., 

Uneasy  lies  the  head  that  wears  the 
crown. 

Thomson,  Archibald  E., 

Iam,  O  Tam,  ye’ll  get  yer  farin’, 

In  Hell  they’ll  roast  you  like  a  herrin’. 
Murphy,  Albert  H., 

I'm  the  Guy. 

Henderson,  John  P., 

I  was  always  an  early  riser, 

But  my  wife’s  a  Presbyterian. 

Lane,  Andrew, 

Why  should  we  not  always  toil? 
Moyer,  Percy  G., 

Spinster  of  Arts 
Every  co-ed 

This  is  distilled  water, 

Please  do  not  waist. 


WOMAN. 

She  wears  but  little  here  below 
Nor  wears  that  little  long. 

ECCE  PELICAN. 

Behold  the  wondrous  pelican, 

His  beak  holds  more  than  his  belican. 
He  puts  in  his  beak  enough  for  a  week 
But  I  don’t  see  how  in  helican. 


J 


